138	THE    VENNER    CRIME
monly interesting subject/' he continued. ** And it's
one that all three of us must come up against fairly fre-
quently. Take this case of Alcott, for example. The
local sergeant, whom I've known ever since I went to
live at Markheys, rang me up on Saturday afternoon.
His first question was, did I know anybody of the name
of Charles Alcott?
** Now, the name produced an immediate response
in my brain. It had a familiar ring. Charles Alcott,
Yes, I was perfectly familiar with the name. But I
could not at once link it up with the individual to whom
it belonged. Then the associations attached to the name
began to appear. I had a mental picture of my labora-
tory. Then, an3 not till then, I remembered that Charles
Alcott was the name of a laboratory assistant who had
left me seven years ago. You understand that I'm try-
ing to explain my mental processes?'*
" Your explanation of them is most lucid/' Dr.
Priestley replied. " Did you, at the same time, ac-
quire an impression of Alcott's appearance?3"
" No, most certainly I did not. I'm coining to that
part of it. The next thing, Blewitt—that's the sergeant
—asked me, was, would I come down and identify
him? I said I would, but after I had rung off, I half-
regretted my promise. Should I recognise the man again
when I saw him? With sufficient certainty, that is, to
swear to his identity?
" I don't mind telling you, Priestley, I got quite
worried over it. The position, when I examined it, was
this. Alcott had been with me for about three years.
So far as I could remember, there had never been any-
thing very striking about his appearance. I had seen
him every day of the week. He had been a perfectly
familiar spectacle to me. If anyone had changed places
with him, I should have spotted it at once. And yet—

